
The Htftory of 

The very botioaae and thefoule of Hope, 

The very lift, the very vtmoft bound 
Of all our Fortunes* 
powg. Fay th, and fo wee fhould, 

W here now remaines a fwect reucrfion, 

we may boldly fpend vpon the hope of what “ds toeome itv 

A comfort of retirement lines in this*. 

Hot. A randeuous, a home to fly vnto. 

If that the Diuell and mifchancc looke big 
V pon the maydenhead of our affaires* 

Wor.Butyet I would your father had been heeree 
The quality andheireof ourattempt 
Brookes no diuifion, it will be thought 
By fame, that know not why he is away, 

T hat wildomc,loyalty,and metre diflike 
Ofour^roceedings,kept thc Earle from hence. 
aA nd thinke,how fuch an apprehenflon 
May turne the tide of fearefull faff ion, 
oA nd breed a kindc of queftiori in our caufe % 

For, well you know,we of the offring fide, 

Muft keeps aloofc from drift arbitermenr. 

And flop allfight- holes, euery loope,from whence 
The eye of reafon may prie in vpon vs : 

This abfence of your Father drawes a curtainej 
That fliewes the ignorant, a kinde offcare 
Bt fore nor dreamt of. 

Hot . You flraine too farre* 

I rather of his abfence make this vfe. 

It lends a luftre and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to your great enterprize. 

Then if the Earle were heerc.* for menmuft think. ' ;t' 

Ifwe without his helpe.canmake a head' 11 “ : ' 

To pu£h againft theKingdome, with hishelpe, 

We fliall, or turne it topfic turuy downe r 

Yet all goes well, ye tall our ioyntsarewhole. 

Dowg. As heart can thinke, there is not fuch i word 
Spokeof it\Scotf*xdfi$ tbisdreameof'feare. 

EnUrSir Rich. Vernon. 



Henry the Fourth* 

Hot, Mycoufin VornoH l welcome by myfoule. 

Ver.Vny God mynevves be worthawelcome,Lord« 

The Earle of We/?«*rA*«*l,feuen thoufand ftrong, 
is marching hitherwards , with Prince lohn. 

Hot. No harme, what more/ 

V>r.And further,! baue learned. 

The King himfelte in perion hath fee forth. 

Or hitherwards intended fpeedily , 

Withftrong and mighty preparation* 

Hot. He ihall bee welcome too; Where is his Sonne, 

The nimble- footed mad-cp, PtixcoofY* ties. 

And his Cumradesphac dalt the world afide. 

And bid it pafle ? 

Vor. /\I1 furnifht / all in Artnes ? 

All piumpc like Ei’triges, that with the winde 
Bayted like Eaglcs,hauing lately bath’d 
Glittring in golden Coacesjikc Images, 

As full of fpirit as the moneth of May* 

And gergious as the Sunn* at Midfummer; 

Wanton as youthful 1 Goates , wiidas yeuftg Buis * 

X faw young t Harry, with his Beuer on, ^ 

His Cufhcs on his thighes,gallantly arm’d. 

Rife from the ground like leathered Mercury t 
And vaulted with fuch cafe into hisfeate. 

As if an aA geif dropt downe from the Cloudes, 

To turn and winde a fiery Pegtjtu, 

And witch the world with noble Horfe-manfhip. 

Har. No more, no more, worfe then the Sunne/n March. 
This prayfe doth aourifh Agues; let them come. 

They come like Sacrifices in their trim, 

^nd to the fire-eyde mayde offinokie warre, 

-^11 hot and b!eeding,will wee offer them s 
The may led <JM.tr s foal! on his Altai fit 
Vp to the cares in blond. lam on fire 
To heare this rich reprizall is lb nigh: 

-4 nd yet nor ours.Co:ne:lec me take my Horfe, 

Who is to beare me like a thunder -bolt, 

Againft the bofome of the Trtnce of ? 

^ 2 Harry 









